THE AMERICAN NOVEL

that I spent there, in this solitary way, I doubt whether so
much as twenty people in the town were aware of my exist-
ence/' He rarely left the house except by twilight; but end*
lessly read and reflected, instructing himself in the dim
Puritan past and absorbing into his imagination the residuum
of its spirit, even while he grew increasingly critical of its
doctrines. The gestures of sentimental asceticism with which
the hero of his first book, the smooth but undistinguished
Fanshawe (1828), in the conclusion waves aside a proposal
of marriage from the heroine only himself to die interestingly
of consumption within two paragraphs, could have come
naturally from Hawthorne's pen during but an inconsiderable
period, for though solitary he was not morbid, and he de-
veloped in the grave sunniness of his temper as clearly as in
any other quality he possessed, Viewing the matter subse-
quently, when love and ambition had plucked hint from his
first solitude, he did not disapprove of it; "if I had sooner
made my escape into the world, I should! have grown hard
and rough, and been covered with earthly dust, and my heart
might have become callous by rude encounters with the multi-
tude, . . * But living in solitude till the fulness of time was
come, I still kept the dew of my youth with the freshness of
my heart" From a less genuine man this would sound prig-
gish enough, Hawthorne held aloof not Ixrcause he thought
himself too precious or merely because he knew himself too
shy for general society, but in part also because of an opinion
which governed his early behavior as an artist "I used to think
I could imagine all passions, all feelings, and states of the
heart and mind" So competent was his imagination to interest
and sustain him, so pervasive if not powerful, in its silent
way so full of vitality, that he did not starve during his twelve
lonely years but gradually ripened into a spirit that was no less
strong than tender, no less sane than original, no less massive
and secure than delicate and sympathetic*
Nor must his imagination be thought of as feeding solely
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